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The Hunting of the HARE, 
Her laſt Cl | 


As pufum'd ua B 4ANSTEAD-DOWNS, | By CONEY- CAT CHE Rs and their Hounds 
To a moſt pleaſant nem Tune, &c. ; 


OF all Delights that Earth dot}; pie4d, 
Give me a Pack of Hounds in field; 
Whofe Eccho ſpall theoughout the Skp, 
Wake Jove admire our Harmony, 
And wich that he a Woztal were, 
To view the Paſtime we ha ve here: 


22 tell vou of a rare. Scent, 
here many a gallant Hozle was ſpefit, 
On Banftead-Downs a Hare wr found, 
— * led us all a ſmoaking Round, 


But when ſhe found her ſtrength to weft; 
She parly'd with the Boundgs at laft : 
Kind Hounds (quoth ſhe) fozbtar to kill 
A harmleſs Hare that ne'r thought ill; 
And if yoyr Waller Spozt do crave, 
Ill lead a Scent as He would have. 


. Huntſ.) Iwary, a wax. thou art alone, 


Make haſt, J ſay, and get thee gone; 
{we'll give thre Law foz Half a Mile, 
To fee if thou can't us beguile 


Ha.] Now ſince pou ſet my lite ſo light, 
A'll make Black ſlowen turn te white, 
And Poꝛkſhire Gzay that runs at all, 


Ill make him wiſh he were in fall; 


And Sozrel he ther ſtems to fipe, 
J'!l matte him ſupple cre J dye. 


And Barnard⸗bap, do what he can, 


Oz Baron's Bap, that now and then 


Did inturrupt me in my way, - 
I'il make him neither jet noz play; 


ite. dge and ditch away ſhe goeg, But then expect a thundꝛing Cry Oꝛ conſt ant Robin, though he lye 

he Idaking her appoachivg Foes, Made by us and our Harmony, . At his advantage, whet care A.  - 
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WY, Hatton he hath done me wong, 

B2 ſtruck me as I ran along, 

And with one pat made me ſo ſoze, - 

That J ran reeling two and fro; 
But if J dye, his Maſter tell, 


Char Fool ſhall ring my Paſſing-be!l. 


H.] Alas, poor Hare, it is our nature, 
Lo kill thee and no other Creathre; | 


Fox our Maſter wants a Bit, 
Ind thou wilt well become the Spit, 


He'll eat thy Fleſh, we ll pick the 2Sere 3 


This is thy Doom, ſo get thee gone. 


Ha.] your after may have better Chtar, 
Foz J am dr, and Butter's dear; 
But ik he pleaſe to make a Friend, 
de d better give a Pudding g End: 
For being bill d he Spozt will lack. 
And I muſt hang oth Huatſman's back. 


Ho.) Alas, pooz hart, we pity thee, 


It with our nature*twould agree; 
But all 


thy Doubling-ſhifts_we fear, 

Will not pzevail, thy Death's ſo near: 
Then make thy Will, it may be thar 
May ſave thee, oz we know not what. 


Ha. ] Then I bequeath my Body kcee, 

Unto pour Maſter's Courteſie; 

And if he pleaſe my Life to grant, 5 

Ji be his Game when Sport is ſcant; 
But it J dye, tach greedy Hound, 


Divides my Entrails on the ground: 


Imprimis, J bequeath mp Head, 

To him that' a fair Fool dorh wev, 
cAho hath befoze her Maiden: head lo; 
would not have the Dꝛovecb croft, 


eaHich i've heard 'mong? many Muiblets, 


Set rhe Hare's Head” gainſt rhe Gocſe-gibiets 


Item, I do give and bequeath, 


To Oen in debt, (after mp death) 


My lubtle cent, that fo they max 
Beware of ſuch as would betray 
Them to a miſerable Fate. 


Be Blood hounds from the T mprer-gate. 


Item, N to a Tutu: coat gives, 
(That he may moe obſcurciy live,) 


My ſwift and ſudden Doublings, which 


Will mabe him pollitick end rich; 
Though ar the laſt, wirg mange wsunds 
A wihh Him kili d by Hig deen Woundſt. 


Item, J give into their: gends, 
That purchaſt Dean and Chenter g Land 
My wꝛerched Jeatouſieg snd Feerg. 
Mixr with tye Salt o? Ozwphaute Trars, 
That long Werariong may perſebeie, 
To placue them end their Heir fo: ever 
(£22 Life is rant.) 


Bekoze Joe, 

J wound ppi Weng aer tent; 

And thercfo;e 5 egen 

The Sctivener (gib de eri 245 dur) 
T hat kozgech, tcars, und rigs 
(To fave his Trebir) Lor! 
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Jive to ſono Seque2 ted Sex, 
Me Sbin te mate a Jacke 68 3 9 4 
And J bequeath up Feet to rler 
hat thezily mean to run ame: 
when Vruthis Spcaber, Kal: ycd's dun 
Toxes iu re when Lens cine. 


To Fidlers, foz all Trades mut live, 


(To ter ve foz Strings) my Guts 3 give 


Fo: Gamtefiers that do play at Kut, 

And love tte Speꝛzt, F give my Skut: 
Fut laſt of alle in this fed Dump, 
To T er-hul J bequcuth ury RU p. 


Ho. ] Was ever houndg ſa baſely croſt? 

Our Malers calls us off ſo f= 6, ] 
Thar we the Scenr have almoſt off, . | 
and thep themſelves wit rule the roaſt: 


Thercfo:e, kind Hare, we'll pardon por 


Thanks, geatle heunds, aud fo adieu. 


H.] And ſince pour Maſter hath par don d me | 


I. it icad pou off to Banbury, 
cQhere John Turner hath a large Room, 
To entertain all Gueſt tlat come; 
To laugh andquaff in (ine and Beer, 
A fully Carouſe to pcur Galleenr. 
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